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he said that it was near midnight and that we must be off
at four o'clock to reach the camp by daybreak, and with that
he went to bed. Never did I pass a more melancholy night;
and my comrades were as sad as I. At last the hour came
for our start, and we reached the outposts with the first
morning light of September 27, an ill-omened day which was
to behold one of the most terrible reverses which the French
army ever suffered*
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